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For the Youth’s Companion. 
NEARLY DROWNED. 

We have been surprised at the lerge 
number of persons who have been drowned 
this season, and we hope the following in- 
cident may be of use to some of our young 
friends. An ounce of prevention, how: ver 
is better than a pouni of cure,” and we 
caution those who bathe in deep water to 
make every provision possible to prevent 
accidents. 

One warm afternoon in August, just 
after dinner, I was lying on the floor of 
the barn, thinking what a nice day it 
would be for a ramble in the woods, when 
I heard the voice of my school-mate, Char- 
ley Brown, asking where I was. Jump- 
ing up, I ran out to meet him, and found 
that he had planned an excursion that 


him. 

Having got the consent of my mother, 
we set off in high glee. Arriving at the 
gate we met two other lads, who were 
ready to go with us. Taking one or two 
tin pails to get some berries in, we start- 
ed. We had not gone far before we heard 
some one calling, 

“Charley, Charley, do let me go with 
you?” 

It was his brother Willie. At first we 
thought he was too small, but he said his 
mother was willing, and he looked so dis- 
appointed when we told him he had better 
not go, that we finally consented. 

Charley was our leader. He was about 
fourteen years of age, the son of a poor 
neighbor, but one of the best-hearted boys 
I ever knew. I loved him just as I would 
abrother. Indeed he had often been a 
brother to me. He had hurried up his 
work in the forenoon, and had got permis- 


sion from his parents to spend the after-|. 


noon as he pleased. The other two lads 
were sons of farmers living some little 
distance from our neighborhood, but at- 
tended the same school with us. 

For an hour or more we strolled along, 
stopping by the brooks and watching the 
fishes, climbing trees, chasing squirrels, 
picking berries, and enjoying ourselves in 
ahundred different ways. Presently Char- 
ley said : 

‘George, what do you say to going over 
to Fisher’s Pond, and haveaswim? It 
is a beautiful place to bathe.” 

“Ready,” said I, at once, for I was ex- 
ceedingly fond of the water, and having 
lived near it previous to this summer, I 
had become quite an expert swimmer. 

“Can you swim, Frank ?”’ said Charley, 
turning to Frank Rogers, the older of the 
other two lads. 

*“O yes.” 

“Can you, Henry *” 

“Only a little, but then I should like to 
go.” 

The pond was about a quarter of a mile 
of. Wesoon reached the banks. It was 
one of those smooth, clear ponds, with a 
nice sandy bottom, lying in.a beautiful 
hollow among the hills. 

“Charley, can’t I go in?” 

“No, Willie, mother would not let you, 
and so I can’t.” 

“Yes, she would. Can’t I go in right 
here where it isn’t deep ?” 
“No.” 


“Can't I just take off my pants and} 


wade round on the edge ?”” 
“Now, 


into the water at all, 


Willie,” said Charley, ‘‘you 
know that mother would not let you go 
If you will go and 
sit down on the bank I will go in, if not, 


Willie did not want to deprive his 


had a splendid swim; Charley proved to 
be even a better swimmer than myself. In 
the meantime, Willie amused himself by 
skipping stones on the water. Charley 
had proposed to swim across the pond, and 
just before we reached the other shore, we 
heard a splash and a scream. 

Looking towards a part of the bank 
where it was pretty steep, we saw Willie's 
hat floating on the water, and his arms 
lifted up above its surface. How we 
strained every nerve to reach the shore. 
It seemed almost an age before we gained 
it. Charley was there first, and catching 
his breath, cried : 

“ Frank, run—quick—and—get—some 
elp.”’ 

Frank was gone before he had finished 
the sentence. It was half or three quar- 
ters of a mile to the nearest neighbor. 
We rushed to the place where he last ap- 
peared, and there, on the bottom lay the 
form of our little companion. Charley 
gave one look and a scream, and made 
ready for a plunge, but I grasped his arm 
and held him. He was almost beside him- 
self. The thought occurred to me that if 
we were to dive in together we should be 
sure of bringing him up—so I said: 
“Charley, we can save him. Wait a 
moment. You stand there and I here, 
and we will dive in together. You seize 
his left arm and I his right, and we can 
bring him right up, and swim him ashore. 

At the word we plunged, grasped each 
an arm, and brought him to the surface. 
The water was six or seven feet deep, and 
we were close to the bank. Henry was 
waiting, and as soon ashe could reach 
him he grasped the dripping form and 
drew it to the shore. He had already 
been in the water five or eight minutes. 


senses. 


as though his heart would break. 


and bring him to. 

any one gets here. 

hear me it will soon be too late.” 
“I will be calm. 


brother of the pleasure, so he obeyed. Welings, but checked himself. 


there was a warm pile of sand. 


Charley was almost frightened out of his 
His face was pale as death, and 
his eyes looked wild. I could not restrain 
him from falling upon his brother and em- 
bracing him, while he screamed and cried 


“Now, Charley,” said I, “if you will 
be calm, and do what I say, we will try 
We may do it before 

But if you will not 


Yl do anything you 





PLOUGHING IN THE BAST. 


He was about to give way to his feel- 


“Take off his wet clothes.” 


It was done in an instant. Henry as- 





“Lay him on his face with one wrist 
placed under his forehead.” 

“*O, George, his hands and feet are as 
cold as ice,” said Charley. 

“I know it.” 

Thad however noticed that he was warm 
near his heart. 





‘‘Now, Charley, turn him over on his 
right side a little more than half way. 
Now, back again. Again. Thus we 
turned him twenty or thirty times. For 
almost the first time 1 looked at the face. 
The eyes were partly open, a little froth 
about the mouth, the lips somewhat dis- 
tended. I turned quickly away; my 
heart began to fail me. There were no 
signs of life yet, at least I could see none. 
“Charley, take your pants and rub his 
legs ; rub them upwards.” 

While he was rubbing one I rubbed the 
other with my hand. Henry was rubbing 
his hands and arms. 

“Get some water, Henry, and sprinkle 
a little in his face.” 
Then we slapped his feet and hands 
smartly. Next we lifted his hands up- 
ward over his head, and then back again, 
about fifteen times a minute. Then I re- 
membered it was a good plan to tickle the 
nostrils with snuff or with a feather. We 
had neither, so I took a little leaf and put 
it up his nostrils two or three times. For 
the first time there was a quick movement 
of the limbs and chest. 
“Willie!” cried Charley, as loud as he 
could, then bending over close to his ear, 
whispered, “Willie, do you know me ?” 

There was no motion. 

“Keep rubbing, Charley. Henry, sprin- 
kle some more water all over him, then 
rub him dry, and always rub upwards. 
That’s right.” 

O, how we worked over that little form. 
My own heart was in my mouth ; I trem- 
bled all over, and yet I felt as though all 
depended upon my keeping calm, It was 
almost the first time I had seen a corpse, 
and there was something awful in the 
thought of trying to bring this apparently 
dead body to life. The othr boys were 





say, but O— !” 





then I shall go home.” 


eyes move.” 


the lips of his brother, 
sisted me to take him toa place where|into his eyes; whispered his name again 
and again, but there was no answer. 


for 1 knew that it was better to keep him 
busy. We had been engaged in this way 
fifteen or twenty minutes, when I heard 
the sound of wheels, and the approach of 
friends. 
him a suit of dry clothes, but we still kept 
up the friction. 


of the kind used by the children of Israel 
|in the days of David and the Prophets. It 
is not exactly in the same form, but it 
roots up the ground as did theirs, with 
what is little better than a pointed stick. 


THE BOY WHO MEANS WELL. 

Charley C is not malicious; he 
means well enough; but somehow he’s a 
bad boy, and does poorly enough, as for 
instance : 

* Charley,’ said his father, ‘take this 
package to the village, and give it to Mr. 
Jones. Be careful, for it contains money, 
and be quick, for he starts for Boston at 
eight o’clock.’ 

* Yes, sir,’ cried Charley, and away he 
ran, carrying the valuable package under 
his arm. Passing a house but a short 
distance from his home, he espied a boy 
in the yard, and the boy hailed him— 

‘Charley, Hulloa! Stopa bit. Look 
here now.’ 

With the assistance of a heavy whip, 
| this lad was teaching an amusing trick or 
two to a small dog of most abject appear- 
ance, and Charley stopped—just for a 
moment—to catch a little of the perform- 
ce. 

‘ Now, Carlo,’ said the boy, ‘ give this 
O, how relieved I was. Charley kissed gentleman a specimen of your politeness. 
and then gazed Shake hands now. How do you do, sir ?” 

The melancholy dog turned with a 
wistful look at Charley, as if imploring 
protection, or at least, pity. 

‘We don’t get on very well, when 
there’s spectators about,’ said the boy.— 
* We're scared. Just to restore confidence, 
and put each of us at our ease, it will be 
necessary to—crack, crack. Now, then. 
How do you do, sir ?” 

This time the puppy put out a trembling 
paw, and his master hastily accepting it, 
Charley expressed himself highly diverted 








“George! George! see, he moves! His |" 


“Keep rubbing him, Charley,” said I, 


How glad I was. They put on 


Presently Willie raised his head, looked 


around, whispered “Charley,” then fell 
back exhausted. Charley’s ear was at his 
lips, and his arms were folded around 
him, while the tears poured from my eyes 
at the sight, and I began to realize more | 








by the exhibition, and prepared to go on. 

* Stop,’ said the boy, ‘ you havn’t seen 
half he can do yet. This dog knows 
nearly as much as I do. Wait and see 
him stand erect on his hind feet.’ 


fully his condition. The friends put him | 
into a wagon, and drove off as rapidly as 
they could. 

Willie gradually showed further signs 
of returning life. On the way we met the 
physician who accompanied us to the 
house. By the time we reached his house 
he had quite recovered. In ascertaining 
the particulars, the question was asked me 
what was done to restore Willie. I told 
them what I had tried to do, and in an- 
swer to another question, informed them 
that only a short time previous I had 
found an article in one of the papers, giv- 
ing directions how to act under such cir- | 
cumstances, and I had committed them to 
memory, and had tried to use them in this 
case. The joy of his mother and sisters 
was unbounded. It was almost uncom- 
fortable to receive their expressions of 
gratitude. I have seen a great many ex- 
citing scenes since that time, but this one 
I shall never forget. 


*No, no, Jem. Father told me to hur- 
ry to the village, and see Mr. Jones. He 
starts for Boston at eight o’clock.’ 

‘O, if you are going to the village,’ 
said Jem, dismissing Carlo with a kick, 
* you may ride along with me, for I’m go- 
ing down in the carriage.’ 

*I should like that,’ said Charley, ‘ are 
you going immediately ?” 

*Go this minute, if you choose,’ re- 
plied Jem. ‘Just walk round with me to 
the stable.’ 

So Charley went round with the boy 
and found the carriage, but there was no 
horse to be seen. 

* Where’s the horse ?” he inquired. 

‘Just here in the lot. Stand by the 
bars, and be sure you don’t let him pass, 
and I will go round and drive him into 
the barn.’ 

* Do be quick, then,’ said Charley, ‘ for 
I’ve no time to lose.’ 

So Charley stood at the bars, waiting 
rather impatiently at first, for the horse 
to go into the barn. Then, as the animal 
did not seem inclined to go in at all, but 
kept dodging the boy, and running around 
the lot at top speed, he began to grow 
interested, and putting up a bar, he join- 
ed his companion, and assisting him, after 
a hard chase, they finally succeeded,in 
catching the horse. 

Then, after a little more delay, caused 
by Jem’s putting on the wrong harness, 
and changing it for the right one, the team 
was ready, the boys jumped in, and, off 





PLOUGHING. 

In Eastern countries ploughing has al- 
ways been what the farmers in this coun- 
try would call ‘grubbing’ the earth; noth- 
ing more. At first the ground was opened 
by pointed sticks ; then akind of hoe was 
used, and.this in many parts of the world 
is still the manner of opening the ground 
instead of bya plough. To-day the same 
kind of plough is used in Palestine as in 
the days of the Hebrews. That is a coun- 
try in which change of manners and cus- 
toms never occurs. Our picture this week 





more frightened than myself. 








of a Chinese plough, givesa very good idea| they started at a good pace, for the vil- 
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lage. As they whirled round the corner, | 


and came in view of the town clock, Char- 
ley saw that it lacked five minutes of 


ht. 
“ That's lucky,” said he, “Iwas afraid 
I Jost too much timé chasing the 
horgey bet stop! Jem, what shall I do? 
se rkcose fg ked Jem, laughi: 
“What age em, laughing 
at Charters sateen, 

The one I had under my arm. What 
have I done with it? Dear me? it’s lost. 
Drive back, Jem, do, as fast as you can, 
and look along the road. Do drive 
back ” . 


“It’s no use,” said Jem. “There’s the 
cars, and you'll be too late. Get out and 
walk back, and [J drive along to the 
store.” 

Very much ashamed, and filled with ap- 
prehension lest the valuable package was 
lost, Charley traveled slowly back again 
toward home. With what a paltry ex- 
cuse was he to meet his father ! 

Fortunately, he found the package by 
the bars where he had laid it, when he 
was about to chase the horse. He was so 
sincerely sorry for his misconduct, that one 
could scarcely blame him for his careless- 
nese and disobedience, or believe that such 
a well-intentioned lad would ever commit 
such a fault again.” 

But a few days after, this unpleasant 
little incident occurred. fe 

“Charley,” said his father, ‘*Willie 
Henderson plays with Georgie in the 
barn, and I am afraid they climb the lad- 
ders. Take a rope and fasten the long one 
securely to the cross beam, and be sure it 
won't slip.” 

“Yes, sir,” f 
ran to find a rope. Tossing over a pile of | 
lumber, he came across a wire trap, old 
and rusty. ? 

“You here rat trap?” he cried out, | 
“J’ve hunted high and low for you, ever | 
so long. I'll catch the big gray rat now ; | 
see if I don’t.” So he took it down cel-| 
lar, and set it very carefully in a corner | 
where the rats loved to play hide and} 
seek, and with a head full of projects as | 
to what he should do with the rat when| 
he caught him, and how he should manage 
to kill him at last, he thought of but little | 
else during the whole day. | 

“OQ dear,” sobbed little Willie Hender- 
son, running in from the barn the next| 
day, “Georgie has fallen off the ladder, | 
and is hurt.” : da | 

The blood left Charley’s face in an in-} 
stant, and his trembling limbs could) 
scarcely bear him across the road, where, 
sure enough, his little brother lay on the) 
barn floor, with a broken bone. The long | 
ladder had slipped, for it had not been | 
tied. The rat-trap had driven his father’s 


cried Charley, and off he limbs, and bad well nigh plunged in after 


“We put up out Ametican flag, and 
| then an agewtyed our = by 
hoisting the flag of their several countries. 

en we ran up little colored flags of 
stars, balls, blocks, and stripes, which a 
little book told us meant, where are fou 
from, where are you going, é&c., &c., and 
then changing the position of these we 
learned all about each other. After we 
had finished the conversation, we said 
good-bye by running up our national col- 
ors, and drawing it back very quickly 
three times.” 
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RESCUE OF A LITTLE GIRL. 

In the mountain city of Salfield, in Ger- 
many, there were formerly a great many 
more mines there than are found there at 
present; and many a house is built over a 
shaft or pit that measured deeper than the 
length of the highest steeple. Such a pit 
| happened to be under the cellar of a house 
}where a widow and her daughter, seven 
| years of age, resided. The mouth of the 
| pit being covered with boards, no one ap- 
| prehended danger. 

One summer's day, the mother sent the 
girl into the cellar to fetch a mug of cider. 
The child being rather timid ran down 
quickly, and a board across the pit sud- 
denly breaking, she was precipitated in 
the abyss below, utteringa loud cry.of 
distress. The mother hurried into the 
cellar, with a light, and not seeing her 
child, and finding the mouth of the pit 
open, cuuld hardly stand on her tottering 








her. Running up stairs, however, she 
called for help, which was finally heard by 
some of her female neighbors, almost all 
of the men being in the harvest field. The 
women wrung their hands, looked down 
into the dismal pit, and were at a loss 
what todo. All of a sudden they heard 
the child shouting from beneath, 

‘Oh, for God’s sake, help me? help me! 
but quick! quick!’ 

An iron staple or hook in the side of 
the shaft, to which, probably, in former 
days, a ladder had been fastened, having 
caught the child’s apron, she was there 
suspended over the abyss, The women 
above, finding that the child was yet alive, | 
and still being utterly at loss what to do, | 
only grew the more distracted, while the 
disconsolate mother was almost driven to 
despair. 

At last an aged miner advanced, who, 
after cautiously widening the hole, insert- 
ed a pully to which he attached a bucket ; 
and although he employed all possible 


Whoever is able, let him endeavor to 
conceive what now were the mother’s 
emotions! In later years she was fre- 
quently heard to say, 

‘The aged miner’s shout thrilled through 
my veins; I fell to the ground, and could 
do nothing but weep. But when the light 
drew nearer to the top of the pit, and 
when I beheld my child, and perceived 
that she was alive—never have these bliss- 
fal moments been banished from my recol- 
lection, and it was this day of sore trial 
that first fully confirmed my confidence in 
the love of my Heaven!y Father.’ 

The child being 
the pit, the good old man her, 
with his eyes beaming with joy, to the 
happy mother, who, having once seized 
her, pressed her to her bosom as doubly 
dear, since her Heavenly Father’s eye had 
watched over her in so signal amanner. 


A MOTHER’S LOVE. 


O, there is stil] within this world 
A brilliant, fadeless light, 

Which, like a star, shines through the clouds 
Of sorrow’s darkest night— 

Which hovers round our pathway here, 
Where’er we may rove ; 

It is the light reflected from 
A mother’s holy love. 


There is a boon—a blessed boon— 
Unto us mortals given, 

Which gives us here a foretaste of 
The happiness of heaven; 


safely brought out of) Gelda 


man; “throw it into the ditch, my boy, 
and tell your father the truth when you 
get home.” 

“I will,” said Ernest. 

The little bag of powder was hurled 
away, and I think he never forgot that 
walk in that dark night, nor the terrors of 





his conscience as he felt that he could not 
ask God to protect him, b he was 
disobeying him. 


Dear children, let every fear be hushed 
in your young hearts by the question— 
“Who is he that can harm you if ye be 
followers of that which is good ?”—HMrs. 
rt. 


A FIGHT! A FIGHT! 

Yes, a regular cuffing and biting time 
took place a mile or two from Boston the 
other day. It was not between boys, men, 
or women ; neither did four legged ‘pup- 
pies,’ who love a fight quite as well as 
some two legged ones, bear the disgrace 
of it. No. Nevertheless it was fighting 
in first class style. The best of ‘pluck’ 
was shown. Neither of the fighters dared 
to be called coward, and if ever scratching 
and cuffing are becoming ana honorable, 
they certainly were in this case, depend 
upon it. Here is an account from the Bos- 
ton Traveller of the very interesting occa- 





And when the storms of sorrow rise, 
And clouds grow dark above, 

It lingers teal ws to the last ; 
That boon—a mother’s love. 


*Tis true that oft our footsteps roam, 
Through pleasure’s flow’ry maze, 
And we forget the ties of home, 
In sin’s deceitful ways ; 
Yet there’s a charm to lure us back, 
Like some poor weary dove— 
That charm, so pure and beautiful, 
Is a mother’s holy love. 





SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 


For the Companion. 
THE GOOD ARE FEARLESS. 

Two children were abroad one winter's 
afternoon. They were both going to a} 
neighboring town, and as they both lived | 
in the same village, their paths there and | 
back lay side by side. The younger child | 
was a little, delicate, timid girl, poorly 
clad, and bearing on her arma heavy bas- 
ket, which as she returned from the town 
she was often forced to set down, for her 
back and arms ached, and she seemed 
weary. The village was a village in Prus- 
sia, near some great forests, and in these 
forests, as the children knew, sometimes 
bears were found, and every little noise | 





speed, yet a considerable space of time | 


that they heard they fancied to be the 


words out of his mind, and this was the |¢lapsed before everything was ready. | howling of some savage bear. The elder 
sad result. How sorry Charley was, and|Many of the sympathizing bystanders |child was a fine, strong, hearty boy, but 
how earnestly he resolved never to be |Prayed aloud; and during moments of he looked far more terrified as evening 


guilty of such heedlessness and wicked- 
ness again, 1 will not attempt to tell you. 
How much good his sorrows and his reso- 
lutions have done, you may perceive, when 
I tell you that nearly every day, some lit- 
tle accident occurs, and every now and 
then some great one, which may be traced 
to Charley's carelessness, as its cause. I) 
scarcely think that a malicious boy would 
be productive of more mischief, than well- 
meaning Charley C. The trouble is, what- 
ever happens to be uppermostin his mind, 
soon drives out everything beside, so that 
when he is about to perform a.duty, if his 
attention is called off, it is altogether un- 
certain whether he will think of it again. 
Another trouble is, that he is. not in the 
least anxious about his duty. Instead of 
setting right about it, and feeling unsatis- 
fied till it is done, he is always ready to 


self-consciousness, which the poor child, | drew on, than the little weak girl. Shall 
who had almost lost her reason, occasion- || tell you why ? He had not an easy con- 


ally had, she every now and then under-| science, and withont an easy conscience 


stood some words of what those over her | 
head were singing and praying, while her | 
mother in the meantime, overwhelmed 
with grief, stood speechless and motion- | 
less among them. 

The aged miner uttered scarcely a syl- 
lable, and only softly whispered his prayer | 
to God, and after all was got ready for his 
descent commending himself to his Sa- 
viour, he stepped into the bucket,holding 
a miner’s light in his hand, and was slow- 
ly and cautiously let down. 

Like a star provided by God, the child | 
below beheld the light approaching her ; | 
she raised her tiny hands, and the mug 
which she had thus far held tight, with a 
convulsive grasp, slipped out of her hand, 








pauee stock still, or even to walk off in an 
opposite direction, leaving it unfinished. 

I dread to think what evil will ensue, if 
Charley carries those habits with him into 
manhood. As far as society is concerned 
he might nearly as well, it seems to me 
grow up a villain. 





QUT ON THE OCEAN. 

A lady who has just crossed.the Atlan- 
tic Ocean, sends to the Mother’s.-Journal a 
description of one or two incidents -which 
served for a time to enliven the monotony 
of her voyage. She says: 


“The next thing we saw was a flying 
fish. This was one of the ocean’s most 
curious inhabitants. They skipped and 
flew over the water like little silver darts. 
were very pretty, but we could not 
them with a line or net; but one 
a large one made a mistake and flew 
aboard of our ship, so we had a good view 
of one. He was about ten inches long, 
and was covered with thin scales, and had 
two beautiful silvery transparent fiany 

Instead of the leaden-hued eyes 
of our fish, he had large, bright eyes. 

“Our next sight was eight or nine ships 

during’ a few days. We were not very 
near, still we had along conversation with 
them. This may be a mystery to you, but 
owe had no trouble, and yet we spoke not 
a word. It was done in this way: 


and dashing from side to side, dropped to 
the bottom of the pit. The company 
; above grew pale with fright, and a death- 
|like silence ensued. Presently, however, 
the old miner approached so near to the 
girl that she could see him. Speaking 
words of encouragement to her, he charged 
her only to keep quiet; that he’ was in 
hopes of saving her, by the help of God. 
The shaft, however, growing more and 
more contracted, the old man feared that | 
he should not be able to pass by the child | 
without touching her, and in that case, 
should he jostle her in his farther descent, 
she might be pitched upon the rocks be- 
neatn, and perish after all. The danger 
being imminent, he accordingly made a 
sign to.tnose above not to lower him any 
farther. 

He then threw a rope with a loop to the 
child, which having laid hold of, she was 
raised up alittle by means of it. First 
with one hand and then with the other, 
she grasped the swinging bucket, when at 
that instant the hook, on which the child 
had been so wonderfully suspended, broke 
out of the wall and fell down. But the 
Lord giving strength to the old man to 
hold the child fast by the rope, he lifted 
her up into the bucket, and shouted, 

“All ye, up there, thank God! 
got the child!” 

Im case the hook- had broke from the 





I’ve 





every little thing frightens a child. 

When they were about half way home, 
an old woodman, whose name was Her- 
mann, and whom the children knew, over- 
took them, and it was very well, for poor 
Ernest, the boy, was almost ready to faint 
with fear as night drew on, although Ag- 
nes, the girl, kept on her way cheerily. 

“Ah,” said the man, ‘‘what brings you 
little folks out at this hour?” 

“I went to the town,” said Agnes, “to 
take some food for mother to her sick sis- 
ter; I took her, too, my Bible, which she 
had long wished for, and which I could 
spare, for father has still another Bible, 
and poor aunt had none.” 

“And you are not afraid of the long, 
dark, lonely walk ?” 

“Nein, nein,” (no, no,) said the child, 
in her native language. 

“Not afraid!” said the man; “there 
are beasts in yon wood ; one was shot to- 
day, and its head is now stuck on the gate 
of the town.” 

The child smiled. 

“My mother told me not to be afraid ; 
she said God would take care of me, and 
no one and nothing could hurt me if I 
were on the path of duty.” 

“Good!” said the woodman. ‘Perhaps 
she told you the text, ‘‘Who is he that 
shall harm you if ye be followers of that 
which is goed ?” 

“Yes,” said Agnes, “those were her 
true words.” 

“But you, my boy, did I not hear you 
cry just now?” 

“Yes,” said Ernest, and his voice was 
very faint, and if it had not been so dark, 
the woodman would have seen him blush. 

‘But do not these words comfort you, 
child?” 

“Nein, nein,” said the boy ; but his no, 
no, was very different from that of Agnes. 

“And why not?” 

“Because,” whispered Ernest, “1 was 
not following that which was good. I 
came to town, instead of going to school, 
to buy gunpowder, which father forbade 
my doing.” 


sion : 


‘A few weeks since some masons were 
at work repairing Hollis’ oil factory at 
Somerville, Mass., when they became the 
witnesses of a singular combat of about an 
hour’s duration, between two monster 
bull-frogs, inhabitants of two poo!s in the 
rear of the building. They came forth 
from their respective puddles about 11 
o’clock in the forenoon, and approached 
each other cautiously, each eyeing the 
other, until they were about a foot apart, 
when they jumped at each other and com- 
menced the fight. They struck, bit and 
clinched furiously, and when a fall decided 
a ground, both would draw off and puff 
for a moment, when they would renew the 
combat. After about an hour spent in un- 
interrupted fighting, with the exception of 
two or three brief respites, each crawled 
off to his pool and disappeared. Neither 
was ‘exactly dead,’ but both were ‘kinder 
gin out.’” 

“The fight itself was singular enough, 
but the fact that it was witnessed, but not 
interfered with, by some thirty or forty 
frog spectators, of all kinds and sizes, adds 
to the novelty of the incident. Our in- 
formant, (Mr. Edward Grace, officer of the 
U. 8. Courts,) says at the beginning of the 
fight the frogs assembled about the fight- 
ing ground from the surrounding pools, 
attracted, doubtless, by the noise made by 
the combatants, and that they continued 
peaceable spectators of the “mill,” occa- 
sionally interrupting it by excited croak- 
ing, but at no time approaching the par- 
ties engaged in it nearer than within two 
or three feet. When the contest was end- 
ed, they departed. 


Now if any boys who read the C »mpan- 
ion think it manly to follow the example 
of bull frogs, let them do it. 


MR. ADAMS AND THE BIBLE. 

In a letter to his son in 1811, John 
Quincy Adams says: 

“I have many years made it a practice 
to read through the Bible once a year. 
My custom is to read four or five chapters 
immediately on rising from bed. It em- 
ploys an hour of my time, and seems to 
me the most suitable manner of beginning 
the day. In whatsoever light we regard 
the Bible, whether with reference to reve- 
lation, to -history or morality, it is an in- 
valuable mine of knowledge and virtue.” 





“SHE PLAYS LIKE A CHRISTIAN.” 

1 heard of two little children, (said a 
speaker in the American Teacher’s Con- 
vention,) a boy anda girl, who used to 
play a great deal together. They were 
both converted. One day the boy came to 
his mother and said, 

**Mother, I know that Emma is a Chris- 
tian.” 

“What makes you think so, my child ?” 

“Because, mother, she plays like a 
Christian.” 

“Plays like a Christian?” said the 
mother; the expression sounded a little 
odd. 

“Yes,” replied the child, “if you take 
everything she’s got, she don’t get angry. 
Before, she was selfish ; and if she didn’t 
have everything her own way, she would 
say, ‘I won’t play with you, you are an 
ugly little boy.’”’ 





DON’T TATTLE. 

Children, don’t talk about each other. 
Don’t call one of your schoolmates ugly, 
another stingy, another cross, behind their 
backs. It is the meanest sort of sin. If they 








wall one moment sooner, the child must 
have inevitably perished. . 


“Q, bad, very bad!” said the wood- 


are ugly, stingy, or cross, it does you no 
good to repeat it. It makes you love to 





tell of faults; it makes you uncharitable: 
a soul grows smaller; your heart 

ts generous blood, when you tattle 

your friends. Tell all the good you know 
about them, and their sins in you, 
own heart ; or else tell them to God, and 
ask him to pardon them. That will be 
Christ-like. If anybody says to You, 
“Oh! that Mary Willis did sucha naugh. 
ty thing !” call to mind some virtue that 
Mary possesses, and hold it up to 

praise. For your own sake, learn to make 
this a habit. 


ANSWERED. 

A poor lad, who had lost his f, 
said to his widowed mother one day, ’ 

“What is to become of me? I Must be 
taken from school.’ 

‘Do not despair,’ said his mother, 
will provide ; and Jesus Christ has saj 
‘If ye ask anything in my name, I will do 
it.’ Pray, then, my boy.’ 

‘What is prayer, mother ?” 

‘Just like sending a letter to a frieng’ 
said she, ‘and waiting for the answer,’ 

The poor little fellow went away ang 
wrote a letter to the Lord Jesus Christ, in 
which he told him— 

‘Father is dead; we have no bread ty 
eat, and I shall be taken from school; 
and he asked the Lord Jesus to send them 
some money, quoting the promise which 
his mother had repeated to him. He ag. 
dressed it to the Lord Jesus Christ jn 
Heaven, and dropped it into the letter-box 
of the post office. 

The postmaster, when he found it, 
read it, put it aside, supposing it to have 
been written by some foolish person. By. 
and-bye a friend, who was a member of 
the Methodist church with which the poor 
lad’s mother was connected, incidentally 
called upon the postmaster, who showéd 
him this curious epistle. He asked to 
have the letter given to him—went with 
it to a benevolent lady, showed it to her, 
and asked what should be done in the 
matter. 

‘Send for the mother,’ said the lady— 
‘the prayer is answered.’ 

The mother came. 

‘Is that your boys writing?’ said the 
lady. 

‘It is.’ 

‘Then God has answered his prayer; I 
will provide for you, ard your boy shall 
be kept at school.’ 

Then turning to the lad, she said, 

‘My boy, you prayed to the Lord Jesus, 
and though you did not take the right 
way to send your letter, Jesus Christ has 
answered it.’ 

O, my young friends, remember the 
value of prayer. 





WORK. 

Even a child ought to try and do some 
good. The other day I read of a little 
girl who thought she ought not to work, 
because she was so little. 

How do you think she learned better? 

Why, there was a little bee came into 
the garden, and settled on a beautiful rose, 
and when he had !oaded himself with hon- 
ey, he flew off, humming a pleasant tune; 
and the little girl saw that he was busy 
and happy too. ; 

And looking up, she saw a little bird 
building a ne:t in the t e2, over her head, 
He flew hither and thither, gathering 
sticks and straws, and wool, singing mer- 
rily in between. 

And, on the ground, the ants wererun- 
ning about very industriously: and 4 
spider just before her she saw busy at spin- 
ning and tying his web. 

Then the shadows passing over her made 
her see that the clouds were at work, car- 
rying water for the fields; and the sun, 
like a great giant, running his race, when, 
from the chambers of the east, his morn- 
ing race begun. h d 

And so this little girl, seeing that little 
things as well as great were busy, became 
ashamed of her idleness. ’ 

Jesus said: ‘*1 must work while it is 
called to-day.” And he has given every 
one something to do. I hope all my schole 
ars will be true Christians, happy, loving, 
and active. 





SMART BOYS. 

Two young boys about twelve and four~ 
teen years of age, sons of clergymen, who 
became interested in the little book called 
‘The Old South Chapel Prayer Meeting, 
with the consent and encouragement of 
their parents, themselves wishing to ace 
complish something useful, wrote to the 
publishers of the work to get what they 
thought they might sell, twenty-five cop- 
ies, with the privilege of returning what 
might remain unsold in good order, if un- 
successful. These they sold in less than 
two days, and ordered the second lot, and 
the fourth day from the time of the first 
order, the day we write this, the publish- 
ers inform us that they order the third lot. 
This is an excellent work, and many are 
acting as agents with great success, 0 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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much good. But for so young per- 
gons, Wholly unacquainted with such la- 
por, to succeed so well in so short a time, 
proves them to have the energy that will 
mark 


them foremost as men. Are there | turns. The bell tolled, the cables were loosed, 
got other boys who would like to engage and. the boat set sail. We had scarcely 
jn the same work ?— Recorder. POWER OF A MOTHER’S NAME. | cleared the dock, when I sawa man. ad- 





For the Companion. 
IN A PRISON. 
No. lL. 

Yes, only twenty-one, and in a prison! 
love, sorrow, pity, had all been poured 
apon him, and alike rejected. He had de- 
sided the former, and laughed the latter 
to scorn; now they were dead to him. 
flis dreams—what were they? Incarnate 
fends writhed around his iron couch, and 
nocked him to madness in his sleep. Dull 
gd cold the heavy eyes of a murdered | 
man glared upon him, and shrieks, such | 
as only a broken heart can utter—a moth- 
er’s heart—tortured his brain till he leaped 
from his bed of horror, and bounded with 
yells and horrible blasphemy across his | 
prison house. In his waking hours what | 
fearful pictures had he to look back upon ! | 
Along career of crimes in which the boy 
dabbled with shaking hands, and the man | 
played recklessly—but now the shrill) 
voices of his victims yelled their ruin upon 
his soul. 

Look upon this picture, young man. | 
See the glaring eye—the rigid jlip—imag- | 
ine what the heart looks like beating un- 
der all! Gaze till the warm tears start— 
it will do you good. For what would you 
be in his situation? The very thought 
sends acreeping chill through all the 
veins ! 

Will a situation so full of horror ever 
be yours? You answer! No! So he 
thought. Would you be a murderer? 
With trembling you shrink from the bare 
possibility—so did he, once. But he al- 
lowed his feet to touch the threshold of | 
ruin. He looked beyond into the space | 
ofsin. Faces and forms, unholy, whirled | 
by.him. Music and mirth sounded in his | 
ears. He knows that the motley crew was 
made up of the elements of discord, that 
the mirth was mad, the beauty horrible 
depravity-—still, knowing this he plunged 
in and made his destruction sure. 

For an hour of guilty passion—for a 
moment of unreflecting madness, you, you 
tempt such a fate as that of the miserable 
captive? If not, stay the oath upon your 
lips,—back from the haunt of the reveller. 
Leave that companion with whose tongue 











the stains of vice are familiar. Away|ly in charge of a deputy-keeper-to a lone- | 


from your nightly bandings where the 
sneers of the bacchanalian at the ‘Chris- 
tian brotherhood’ banish from your mem- 
ory the soft sweet voice of that mother, 
who with lip on your brow, and her hand 
upon your sunny locks taught you to lisp 
— Our Father,’ in the young days of your 
innocence. 





“A START IN BUSINESS.” 

The Rev. Dr. McNeil, the editor of the 
North Carolina Presbyterian, has recently 
been travelling at the North. In one of 
his letters we find the following: 

As we stood one evening on the steps 
of a Philadelphia hotel, a ragged little ur- 
chin, barefooted, but with a bright face, 
accosted us in the most earnest, undenia- 
ble terms, ‘Mister, give me astart in busi- 
ness.” 

It was a novel request, and was present- 
ed in such a droll manner and expectant 
tone that we ventured to inquire in what 
way we could accommodate him. He evi- 
dently did not intend to pass for a com- 
mon beggar, and was anxious to show that 
he disdained to be ranked as a street men- 
dicant. 

‘In what business do you wish us to 
give you a start?’ 

‘O,’ said he, ‘it is the newspaper busi- 
ness that I wish to enter. Please set me 
up in the newspaper business.’ 

Here was a character indeed, and when 
we told him that we were trying to ‘get a 
start’ in the same business, it i d 


| ‘Well, so so.’ 





and made a ‘levy.’ It were idle to specu- 
late concerning hia future, but Franklin’s 
prospect was one day as dark as his, and 
the wheel of fortune makes some curious 


CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





ONE MINUTE TOO LATE. 





A writer in the Boston Times describes 
a visit to a penitentiary at Philadelphia, 
and gives the following sketch of an in- 
terview between Mr. Scattergood, the hu- 
mane warden of the prison, and a young 
man who was about to enter on his im- 
prisonment. Few will read it without 
deep emotion. 

We passed on to the ante-room again, 
where we encountered a new-comer, who 
had just reached the prison as we entered. 
He had been sent up for five years on a| : i 
charge of embezzlement. shore while the bell was tolling; I can- 

He was attired in the latest style of| not delay my passengers for one person— 
fashion, and possessed all the nonchalance | YoU must now be content to go with us.’ 
and careless appearance of a genteel row-| One minute too late, thought I, as I 
dy. He twirled his watch-chain, looking| Walked away from the scene. There 
particularly knowing at a couple of ladies | WS plenty of time for this man to leave, 
who chanced to be present, and seemed the boat, and the bell tolled to warn him 
utterly indifferent about himself or the | that he must leave, or be carried off; it is 
predicament he was placed in. The war- |Surely his own fault. Now he is com- 
den read his commitment, and addressed | pelled to go away from home and friends, 
hire’ cetthy « {and they know not where he is, or what 

‘Charles, I am sorry to see thee here.’ | bas become of him. ‘ 

‘It can’t be helped, old fellow.’ | While reflecting on the conduct of this 

‘What is thy age, Charles?” man, J could not avoid comparing the case 

‘Twenty-three.’ with many of my fellow-creatures. All 

‘A Philadelphian ? the impenitent are on board a vessel whose 

‘Well, kinder, and kinder not.’ frail cords will soon be cut, and they will 

‘Thee has disgraced thyself sadly.’ then be launched on the boundless ocean 

‘Well, I ain’t troubled, old stick.’ of eternity. The gospel bell is tolling 

“Thee looks not like a rogue.’ its solemn notes of warning, but O, how 

‘Matter of opinion.” many are one minute too late. 

“Tide tab wall dtasted?’ ‘There is time enough yet,’ exclaims 

‘Yes, well enough.’ that giddy young woman, upon whose 

‘In good employ ?” mind the Spirit of God has long been 

at work, and who has often been almost 
persuaded to abandon her folly and de- 
vote herself to the service of Jesus.— 
‘There is time enough yet. Itis true, I 
have passed through many serious 
thoughts, and have been the subject of 


dressing one of the boatmen very ear- 
nestly, and I drew near that I might know 
the cause. The first words that fell upon 
my ears were these: 

*Can’t you put me ashore? I must go 
ashore—lI will pay you to put me ashore.’ 

‘I cannot tell,’ replied the boatman ; 
‘you must go to the captain.’ 

So the man went to the captain, and 
besought him to puthim ashore. But the 
reply was, 

‘No you had plenty of time to get on 





‘And thee has parents ?” 

*Yes.’ 

‘Perhaps thee has a mother, Charles ?’ 

The convict had been standing during 

|the brief dialogue perfectly unconcerned 4 

|and reckless, until this last interrogatory |™@"Y Prayers and entreaties, but 1 am yet 

|was put. Had a thunderbolt struck him, | quite young, and it is so hard to give up 

|he sould: net'have thlles my pleasures. I will put it off a little 
So saying she gives herself up 





more suddenly 1 “ 
than he did when the name of ‘mother’ feil |*O"8°"- 


on his ear. He sank into a chair—a tor- | 


|rent of tears gushed from his eyes—the | 


very fountain of his heart seemed to have | 
|burst on the instant. He recovered par- | 
tially, and said imploringly to the warden, | 
*Don’t you, sir, for God's sake, don’t call | 
| her name in this dreadful place! Do what! 
| you may with me, but don’t mention that | 
|name to me!’ | 
| There were tears in other eyes besides | 
the prisoner’s, and an aching silence per- | 
vaded the group which surrounded the 
unfortunate convict. 

| The black cap was drawn over his eyes. 
| He was led to an adjoining apartment and 
| stripped, and shortly afterwards he reap- 
| peared on the corridor. He passed silent- 


lly cell in a distant part of the prison, the 
| door creaked on its hinges, he disappeared, 
|the chain dropped from the outside bolts, 
|and Charles was a close prisoner for five 
| years to come. 





SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS. 


| Whose covetous and deceitful conduct 
| brought immediate and lasting punishment 
|on himself and family ? 
| 1. Where was the first memorial raised 
| to tell of Israel’s entrance into Canaan? 
| 2. The meeting-place of a king and his 
| proscribed subject. 
| 8. One of the supporters of Moses dur- 
jing the battle of Amalek. 
| 4. Who alone escaped from the massacre 
\of the priests of Nob? 
| 5. Where was want changed to suffi- 
ciency in time of national distress ? 

6. The eastern boundary of the Persian 
empire. 





ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE QUES- 
TIONS GIVEN LAST WEEK. 
Matt. xviii. 4.—Mark v. 23.—John xi. 

| 11, t Kings v. 10.—Prov. xxx. 17.—Psa. 

Ixxxviii. 37.—2 Thess. ii. 11.—Heb. v. 

2 


Answer received to ‘Scripture Charac- 
ters, No 13, from Charlie A. Gray, Lynn, 
Mass., Henry C. Arnold, Bath, Me., and 
Willie C. Merritt, Rosemond, Ill. 





In a charity sermon in behalf of the 
| Blind Asylum, the preacher gravely re- 
marked, ‘If all the world were blind, what 





his importunity, and we imagined that we 
detected in his countenance a look of pity 
and sympathy for us. 


His tale was soon told. His method of 


getting a ‘start’ was very simple and easy. 
‘Just give me a quarter of a dollar, and 

will ran down to the Evening Journal’s 
office, and buy a dozen papers at two cents 
apiece—I will sell them for three cents, 
come back in the morning, andreturn your 


quarter, and have a ‘levy’ besides—won’t 


you give me a start in the newspaper busi- 
ness ?’ 


We hope the little fellow has got a start, 


lancholy sight it would be !’ 


A man in affliction, who was asked how 
he bore his sorrows so well, replied, ‘it 
lightens the stroke to draw near to Him 
who handles the rod.’ 





Somebody has said nobly :—‘The love 


it great men.’ That is worth remember- 


ing. 





A Frenchman, wishing to speak of the 
cream of the English poets, forgot the 
word, and said, ‘de butter of poets.’ 





| cannot live the day out. 





of glory creates heroes; the contempt of 


tothe world. The tender Spirit troubles 
her no more, and she soon becomes the gay- 
esto the gay. Time speeds its way, and 
she walks forth the very picture of health; 
Her society is courted by all who know 
her, ahd the palm of beauty is laid at her 
feet. Wealth has bestowed on her all 
that heart could wish in this world’s goods, 
and the esteem of a numerous acquaint- 
ance has placed her on the pinnacle of 
earthly bliss. 

But she is taken dangerously ill. The 
physician is called, and he declares, she 


‘What ; can’t you cure me, doctor ?” ex- 
claims the wretched girl, frantic with con- 
sternation. ‘Can’t you cure me? You 
must not let me die. Icannotdie. Oh! 
}doctor, doctor!’ and she clenches her 
hands round his arm, and continues to 
shriek, ‘I cannot die—I have grieved the 
Spirit,’ and like exclamations, till her 
|exhausted body sinks into the arms of 
death and her soul lies down in eternal 
sorrow. 
| One minute too late! There was a 
Irmo when this young woman might have 

made peace with God. The kind Spirit 
| strove with her day after day, and month 
|after month, just as he may now be striv- 
ing with you, reader. But she obstinate- 
ly persisted in grieving the blessed Spirit 
|till it was one minute too late. There 
| was a moment when the Heavenly One 
spread his bright wings, and took his 
|everlasting flight. This young woman 
lived years after that, but she was never 
under conviction again, till the stern mes- 
senger of death hurried her away. 

| Impenitent reader! beware how you tri- 
| fle with the gracious admonitions and en- 
| treaties of the Holy One. Let it not be 
said that the case above narrated is ex- 
treme or uncommon. Such cases are oc- 
curring every day. The world of despair 
is peopled with the rejecters af Jesus. If 
the Son of God exclaimed while on earth 
‘Woe unto thee, Chorazin, and woe unto 
thee Bethsaida,’ oh! what would he ex- 
claim concerning you? Your probation 
is awfully solemn. Your eternal destiny 
may be settled before yonder sun has set. 
The Good Spirit now tenderly entreats 
you to act wisely—he clearly sets before 
you the folly of seeking your happiness in 
this world’s pleasures, and has unveiled 
to youa glimpse of his own glory. He 
entreats you to accept of pardon and sal- 
vation. What will you do? The gospel 
bell is tolling. The first and second calls 
have been given. Its solemn notes be- 
speax the awful consequences of delay. 
‘Now is the accepted time.’ Now! or it 
may be one minute too late.— Teachers 
Offering. 





) 


Is IT youe 

‘Stop, if you please. Don’t help your- 
self yet. I always give mamma’s hand the 
first choice in my ‘corn-popper,’ for the 





best and finest are »lways on the top.’ 


That's the little fellow who jumps up 


from the easy chair when his mother comes 
into the room, and places it nicely under 
the light for her. That’s the boy that runs 


of errands the moment that he is told of 


them, remembering how much is done for 


him by his mother, and how little he can 
do in return. That’s the boy who helps 
keep his little sister quiet, and moves soft- 
ly when baby has been Jaid in the cradle; 
and he is no ‘girl-boy’ either. There is 
not a more manly fellow in games—a bold- 
er, braver boy at play or in adventure than 
he. Who do you suppose it is? 


A CHILD’S PRAYER. 
Lord look upon a little child, 
By nature sinful, rude, and wild; 
Oh! put thy gracious hands on me, 
And make me all I ought to be. 
Make me thy child, a child of God, 
Wash’d in my Savior’s precious blood ; 
And my whole heart from sin set tree, 
A little vessel full of Thee. 
Dear Jesus, take me to thy breast, 
And bless me, that I may be blest. 
Both when I wake and when [ sleep, 
Thy little lamb in safety keep. 
THE TROUT AND THE GUDGEON. 
A fisherman was one day angling on 
the bank of a river with an artificial fly. 
He threw his bait with so much art, that 
&@ young trout was rushing toward it, 
when she was suddenly stopped by her 
mother. 
‘Never,’ said she, ‘my child, be too 
precipitate, where there is a possibility of 
danger. Take due time to consider, be- 
fore you risk an action that may be fatal. 
How do you know whether yon appear- 
ance be indeed a fly, or the snare of an 
enemy? Let some one else make the ex- 
periment before you. If it be a fly, he 
will very probably elude the first attack ; 
and the second may be made, if not with 
success, at least with safety.” She had no 
sooner spoken, than a gudgeon seized the 
pretended fly, and became an example to 
the giddy daughter of the importance of 
her mother’s counsel. 


HOW TO DIE IN FAITH. 

Be careful to get faith beforehand ; for 
death is a time to use faith, not to get it. 
They were foolish virgins who had their 
oil to buy when the bridegroom was close 
at hand. 

A great advantage is the opportunity of 
receiving good advice. It is dangerous re- 
lying always upon our own opinion. Mis- 
erable is his case, who, when he needs, 
has none to admonish him. 
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THE PERCY FAMILY. 
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The first volume of this valuable set of Books,consisting of 
A Visit to Ireland, 
Is NOW PUBLISHED. 
i embraces rides to ull the places of interest, ine)uding 
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Causeway, and other noted places. 
Every parent should put this book into the hands of 
their children. 
It is just the book for vacation. 


PUBLISHED BY A. F. GRAVES, 


24 Cornhill, Boston. 
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OUTHFUL PRECOCITY.—We know a little lad of 

only four summers who has an exalted opinion of 
Redding’s Russia salve. He has experienced its berefi 
eent qualities in cases of burns and cuts, and whenever 
he sustains an injury he invariably insists on an applica 
tion — Salve. Sold eterywihre for 25 cents a box. 





THE GRAND AQUARIA, 
AT THE 
AQUARIAL GARDENS, 
21 BROMFIELD 8T. 


Na magnificent display of oneofthe most fascinat- 
ing phenomena of nature is now open for public ex- 
hibition. 
These Ocean Conservatories are filled with rare 
marine animals, imported and collected expressly for 
this establishment. They present us with a perfect and 
striking illustration of 


Life Beneath the Waters. 


Open daily, (Sundays excepted) from 9 A. M. to 10 P. 
M. —_— 25 cents. Children under 10, 15 cents. 
—t 


EPILEPSY AND SCIATICA CURED! 
LFTTER FROM REV. J. M. GRAVES, 


Messrs. B. O. & G. C. Wilson, 

Wholesale Botanic Draggists, 

Central st. 
Boston. 
About the 10th November last I was suddenly stricken 
down with something like an attack of Epilepey, in which 
1 remained uaconscious for some hours. When conscious- 
ness returned I suffered severe pain in my back, and 
could not be moved or turned without extreme suffering. 

I had good physicians, and remedies were repeatedly a 
plied, without giving me any relief. After aboot eight 
days, I received a bottle each of your Compound Sarsapa- 
rilla, Cherry Bitters, and Neuropathic Drops, and com- 
menced using them according to directions. 
Within three hours after the first application of the 
Drops, I turned myself in bed, which seemed to me almost 
amiracle. By sonimeing the use of them the pain in m 
ack diminished, strength i d, so that ina few days 
I was able to stand on my feet, then to walk, and fi to 
be very comfo: . Whenever the pain ret at 
all, I apply the Drops with a speedy and sure tet. 
-M 


. GRAVES, 
Mewtonville, April 1, 1858. 26—ly 
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EETH! TEETH !— Reasonable Prices,’ means 

any price you can get, in gmteery. I will insert on 

the best silver, a nice set of artificial teeth for $10.— 

Prices for gold work as low in proportion. me, 
you will find, as I psacayad yy: set on silver for $10. 

“Any great reform that blesses the multitude and 

does good to the masses yields return of a thousand fold.” 

JOSEPH UNDERWOOD. 





SCROFULA, OR KING’S EVIL, 


I a 1 disease, a ption of the blood, by 
which this fluid becomes vitiated, weak and r— 
Being in the circulation, it pervades the whole body, and 
may burst out in disease on any part of it. No organ is 
free from its attacks, nor is there one which it may not 
destroy. The scrofulous taint is variously ca by 
mercurial disease, low livi: disordered or unbealthy 
food, impure air, filth and fi thy habite, the depressing 
vices, &c. Whatever be its origin, it is hereditary in the 
constitution, descending * from parents to children unto 
ird and fourth generation ;’ indeed, it seems to 
the rod of Him who says. ‘{ will visit the iniquities of 
the fathers upon their chiidren ’ 

Its effects commence by deposition from the blood of 
corrupt or ulcerous matter, which, in tne lungs, liver, 
and internal organs, is termed tubercles ; in the glands, 
swellings ; and on the surface, eruptions or sores. This 
foul corruption, which genders in the blood, depresses 
e energies of life, so that scrofuious constitutions not 
only suffer from scrofulous complaints, but they have far 
less power to withstand the attacks of other diseases ; 
consequently vast numbers perish by disorders which, al- 
though rot scrofulous in their nature, are still rendered 
fatal by thie taintin the syetem. Most of the consump- 
tion which decimates the human )amily has its origin di- 
rectly in this scrofulous contamination ; and many de- 
structive diseases of the liver, kidneys, brain, and, in- 
deed, of all the organs, arise from or are aggravated by 
the same cause. ‘ 
One quarter of all our people are scrofulous ; their 
ersuns are invaded by this lurking infection, and their 
ealth is undermined hy it. To cleanse it from the sys- 
tem we must renovate the bloo: an alterative medi- 
cine, and invigorate it by healthy food and exercise.— 
Such a medicine we supply in 


AYER’S 
Compound Extract of Sarsaparilla, 


the most effectual remedy which the medical skill of our 
times can devise for this every where prevailing and 
fatal malady. lt is combined from the most active reme- 
dials that have been discovered for the expurgation of 
this foul disorder from the blood, and the rescue of the 
system from its destructive consequences. Hence it 
should be ew ployed for the cure of not only scrofula, but 
also those other affections which arise from it, such as 
Eruptive and Skin Diseases, St. Anthony’s Fire, Rose, or 
Erysipelas, tgs Pustules, Blotches, Blains and 
Boils, Tumors, Tetter and Salt _Bkeum, Scala Head, 








pong om hy Debil ot inated ot ome 
eases, Drops yepepsia, Debility, and, indeed, al! com- 
plaints orieing fin Vitiated or’ mpure Blood. The 


popular belief in‘ impurity of the blood’ is founded in 
truth, for serofula is a degeneration of the blood. The 
particular purpose and virtue of this Sarsaparilla is to 
purify and regenerate this vital fluid, without which 
sound health is impossible in i d i 
PREPARED BY 
DR. J. C. AYER, & CO., 
LOWEL, MASS. 
AND FOR SALE BY 
Weeks & Potter, Chas. T. Carney, Geo. C. Goodwin & 
Co., 8. N. .A. Brewer, Thos. Metcalf, M.8. Burr 
& Co., and by all Druggists and Dealers Everywhere. 
Price $1 per Eottle ; Six Bottles for $5. 
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BURNETT’S COCOAINE. 


A compound of Cocoa-nut Oil, &c., for dressing the - 
sane 4 For efficacy and agreeableness, it is without an 
equal. 

MN prevents the hair from falling off. 

It promotes its healthy and vigorous growth. 

It is not greasy or sticky. 

It leaves no disagreeabie odor. 

It softens the hair when hard and dry. 

It soothes the irritated scalp skin. 

It affords the richest lustre. 

It remains longest in effect. 

It costs fifty cents for a half pint bottle. 


Burnett’s Cocoaine. 
Burnett’s Cocoaine. 
Burnett’s Cocoaine. 


TESTIMONIAL. 
Boston, July 19, 1857. 
Messrs. J. Burnett & Co.—I. cannot refuse to state 
the salutary effect in my own aggravated case, of your 
excellent Hair Vil—(Cocoaine.) 

For many months my hair had been falling off, until I 
was fearfal of losing it entirely. Theskin upon my head 
became gradually more and more inflamed, so that 1 could 
not touch it without pain. This irritated condition I 
attributed to the use of various advertised hair washes, 
which I have since been told contain camphene spirit. 
By the advice of my physician, to whom you haa showed 
your process of purifying the Oil, | commenced its 
use the last week inJune. The firet application allayed 
the itching and irritation ; in three or four days the red- 
ness an d disapp d hair ceased to fall, 
and I have now a thick growth of new hair. I trust that 
others, similar:y afflicted, will be induced to try the same 
remedy. fours very truly, 
SUSAN R. POPE, 


Burnett’s Cocoaine. 


A single application renders the hair (no matter how 

stiff and dry,) soft and glossy for several days. It is 

conceded by all who have used it to be the best and 

cheapest Hair Dressing in the World. 

Prepared by JOSErFH BURNET & CO., Boston. 

For sale by dealers generally at 50 cents a bottle. 
26—ly 





BURNETT’S KALLISTON. 


For removing Tan, Sunburn, Freckles, Redness and 
Eruptions of the Skin, ard for rendering the complexion 
clear and beautiful. 

The following testimonial furnishes 
of the efficacy of this famous cosmetic 


Maxkporo’, July 11, 1856, 

Messrs. Joseph Burnett & Co , Gents.—The package of 
Kalliston came to hand last evening, and I am glad to 
have an opportunity to state to you how much we value 
it. My family have used it almost daily for more than 
two years, and now they think they cannot do without it. 

A single applicati as rep diy remov 
freckles from the face of my little boy, leaving his skin 
smooth and fair. And in all cases of sunburn or irrita- 
tion of the skin, from whatever cause, it has thus far 
proved iteelf a perfect and very pleasant remedy. 
1 can, if you desire it, refer you to several cases of ob- 
stinate cutaneous diseases, in which I know the Kallis- 
ton has had a wonderfully good effect: onein particular, 
the daughter of Mr. P. one of my neighbors, had 
suffered for many years from eruptions and painful irflam- 
mation of the skin, (probably the effect of bad vaceire 
virus,) leaving it in several places puckered and quite 
red. A few weeks ago 1 recommended to him your 
Kalliston ; he has since informed me that the effect of its 
use has been very marked and beneficial, that the skin 
has become soft and smooth, and the inflammation and 
redness has nearly disappeared. This is an important 
case, and I will tell you more about it when I see you. 

Lowe it to you to state that I did not believe in the 
efficacy of any cosmetic until I tried your Kalliston, and 
I cheerfully gre my testimony in its favor. 

yours respectfully, JOHN M. BOYD. 
Prepared only by Joseph Burnett & Co., Boston. 
Sold bv dealers generally, at 50 cents per »ottle. 
26—1W 
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SILVER SOAP. 

A simple preparation for Cleaning Silver Plate, Jewelry, 
Mirrors, Marble, &c., far more convenient and effective 
than any other. One-half the labor of house-cleaning 
may be saved by using this Soap, which cannot possibly 
injure the finest zinc white, and as no scrubbing is re- 
quired, the saving of the wear of the paint is much great- 
erthan the costof the soap. It leaves the surface as 
pure and white as when new. Manufactured only by the 
Boston Indexical Soap Company. 

SAFFORD & BURDITT, Agents, 


26—6m 63 Tremont street. 





ayThe most Amusing and Instructive Thing Outpg 
MICROSCOPES. MICROSCOPES. 


OWERFUL SINGLE LENSE MICROSCOPES, for 
Twenty-five Coutts. A fiy’s leg magnified recembles a 
coarse fish net, The smallest insect looks like a a- 
ble monster. A lens, neatly set, with instructions 
for using, for 25 cents. 114 HANOVER st.,—up 5 
Room No. 4. CLARENCE UNDER . 
Sent everywhere by Mail, one red and 25 cents 

















114 Hanover 8t., Boston. 


stamp 
for oe and $1,00 for a package of five. 








































































































128 THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. ‘ 
= —— = -— - ——S— —_ ——— : = ———— —— —— ~~ = = ae 
Fy | Weren't we all glad to se@ him! He brought] thas loaded—the fruit, some of light green|stant. Ki! yi! yel r Tray, and turned] goop NEWS FOR LIT 
YOUTH’S COMPANION, {asa presents’; mamma a white crape shawl, | color, others of a pale yellow, others of deep’ to ‘cut’ for im etna "4 suddenly he|" gouLp & LINCOLN we Wise teva aml 
Robert a new suit, and me two elegantly | orange, and all set off by the ee vy green | brought his tail where his ear had been, and fn : si 8T., 
BOSTON, AUGUST 11, 1859. _} bound volumes of Mrs, Browning’s Poems. foliage—the trees are superb. é fruit is|that too was as quickly severed! You may ree baa apy, @ 
e's Py ispe to, ‘I wonder if you deserve it, chick«n, he} gathered in D , or even earlier, a little be sure he quit one bad habit—his usual flour- Pata ie hae ae HOLWays, 
said, playfully pulling my hair. while before it is ripe ; and large baskets be-|ishes were most effectually cur-tailed. That 1dmo, eloth. 63 eeata. ———— , 
LUCIA MARSH’S JOURNAL. ‘Yes, indeed she does,’ answered mamme ; ing filled y boys who take them from the | came. from being ill-mannered—don’t forget A CHARMING story, full of fascination to all childres 
Joly 8.—Grandma’s come to make us a visit, | ‘Lucia ’s been a first-rate girl ever since you| gatherers, they are carried away at once to the | the lesson.— Agriculturist. and yout = teaching the best lessons of vine 
as she does every summer. I don’t know but | went away.’ packers, who most commonly sit in groups on eeeee SH i on family ows hours and nobler sing 
it’s very wrong to say so, and I wouldn't to! ‘No I haven't, either, I cried,the truth leap-| the grass; the oranges are poured out in a| CATERPILLARS PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE; 
yee but you, Journal, for [ know you won't | ing right up from my breast, for I went down} heap with as little concern as if they were yas , of Home Education and Entertainment. Ty'a pbk 
tell any secrets, but really | do always rather | the river day before yesterday.’ coals; each orange is wrapped in a husk of| I have a large number of the weeping willow berg BE. With numerous illustrations. 16mo, eloty 
dread Grandma’s old-fashioned notions, al-| Mamma looked up, with a grave, surprised Indian corn ; these are prepared by children, | caterpillars in my cabinet, waiting the change.| This little volume furnishes an inexhaustible aii 
though she’s a good woman, and [ love her | face, but { kept on, and told just how it all | who hand them to a man, who wraps up the!In two days more they will emerge frcm the | i and in the home circle, « 
very much. | happened. orange and passes it to another, who places it | chrysalis state, and rise in the decorated wings = Lente od AND MERCHANT PRINCE; 
It’s enough to make anybody stare to see her; Robert was the first that spoke, as I con-| in the chest; this is all done with amazing | nature has ready for them. These wings will | poomente mare ateeigg Wie de 3 
kitchen, all hang round with festoons of dried cluded. ‘ Well, you’ve made a clean breast of| rapidity. ‘The box is filledto overflowing, thin} be covered with feathers of the tint of the | author of “The Poor Girl and True Woman? N 
pumpkins and apples, and long strings of it, anyhow, this me, sis.’ boards are bent over it by a carpenter, and se- | royal purple, spangled with gold. How beau- | oe aly ee tm dy Emaar 
squash and watermelon seeds festooning the| ‘And feel a good deal easier for it tov,| cured with willow bands, and then it is ready | tiful, how wonderful,—what a lesson to prove | OY ate tae ome for boys with which wiih, i Goo 
looking-glass, with the newspaper, last year’s | Robert, I answered, ‘ for you know I’d promis- | to be carried to the port and shipped. haughty man. In fourteen days the humble, | «There is scarcely a page that will not rivet the 4, r 
almanac, and several skeins of blue yarn, de- | ed papa I wouldn't go, and if there’s anything CEA ne worm biped pe te wt nary js oe Sao the mind of the young readenn. OLMS' 
ending from a nail on one side. upon earth I utterly hate, abominate and de- : the worm state it feeds on the leaves of the | © « We wish very earne 1 siness — 
P It ra I amusing ; the first question Grandma | eco, it’s a LIE. Ugh Y ¥; waslda’ carry one on GOD'S SUFPORT AND GUIDANCE. weeping willow, in the chrysalis state it re-| our grant disiss Lave the Garth at this volume. ' 
aske after she has inquired after all our healths, | my heart and conscience for all the world ; it’s F _. a my eel ne food ; and in the | ps mab oy rel Kien whUk woickh : Al 
- . Ps . A ‘ 3 or, 
i. J 
and told the general news, is, ‘now Susan, heavier than a thousand pounds. _thou God of my salvation : utterfly state its is the aroma, the fra-| “or woman's Success, drawn from the life of Mem 
ain’t you got some stockings for me to darn, or| ‘ Bravo! bravo! said papa, slapping me on Give me thy light, to be grance, the nectar of flowers. How wonder-| and others. A Book for Girls. By Win Tt wi 
some coarse sheets for me to make; my eyes the shoulder, ‘I’d rather hear you say that, My sure illumination. ful, how charmingly beautiful, what a fore-/ THarBR, author of “The Poor Boy and Marsha, vembel 
are rather poor now, and I can’t do finc sewing | Lucia, than find a thousand dollars this minute. My soul to folly turns, shadowing of the resurrection. Could man| joi scokis alled with ne we Arima Tripoli 
as well as I could once.’ Always let this thing, a lie, be to you an utter Seeking she knows not what ; approach the change that awaits him, with the | by an abundance of voces tag Ma sonia tne 
* Oh, well, Mother, you’ve come to visit, not abomination. Love the truth above everything O! lead her to thyself— calmness of preparation that this humble worm ' figure of the book, but illustrations of its teach quarter 
to sew,’ mamma always says, but grandma | under Heaven, and there will be hope for you, My God, forsake me not! exhibits, it would be one of the brightest “PI” ts'will and the above ‘Companion Backes various 
won't five her any peace until ‘some work’s|as no character, whether it be man’s, or wom- Forsake me not, my God! adornings of the human mind. mirably adapted for presents to a son and dauighier “to the ¢ 
Rested op seed tt ans o cis ean be worth anything without] “Fake not thy Sprit fom me denmlinas THE AIMWELL ‘STORIES; Six Volumes, itm, f° ‘Tt 
ma thinks the old times were a great | this love for the truth, this dread of a lie. nd suffer not the might A CHAW. with Box. ‘ : 
dea) better than these, and says she don’t know | was wrong to go down to the river without my Of sin t e me. : ' deser 
what the world is coming to with all its new-|consent, although I might have given it if | A father pitieth a Many years ago,a Mr. Miller, one of the Me ee head mah Fay mad and to a . 
fangled notions. |had been there; still, Lucia, if any accident The children he begot ; | early settlers of a neighboring town, sold a ers ne eae ney escheat Bon and evil: They dng the 
Last night I played that new waltz I’ve been | had happened, the boat upset, for instance, and My father, pity me ; yoke of oxen for fifty dollars, and, in payment, Jay tie, tavclly nd coaatin inatins inmate ‘No 
learning, and when 1 was through I said,| you had gone down, how terrible would have My God, forsake me not! — a ws renee dey ee a sag | lessons with anmucing, cemeney aud woeful information owiek. 
* There, don’t you think that’s pretty, Grand- | been your last thought : had I obeyed papa, olded up and deposi in his tobacco-box, for | Each volume is complete of itself, but a connecting thresg 
>» P ” Forsake me not, my God ! leafe keeping. Mr. M. was accustomed to | *¥# through the whole. month 
™ Ob, well, I s’pose so, child, she said, ‘but | ea da ae og pelle my face Thou God of life and power, make tse of the ‘weed’ at any hour of the day | Sais VIRTUES OF PERRY DAV. south 
really I don’t see what good’s to come of all | with my hands, Enliven, strengthen me, and night, whenever he felt an inclination for VEGETABLE PAIN KILLER, ‘Wa 
thie drumming at that are thing,’ pointing to! ‘Well, we will all thank God this didn’t In every evil hour ; it. The night following the sale of the tT | at cnilintethaattia tame weet tite : 
the piano. ‘When J was a gal folks got along | happen, and I'l] forgive you, because you own- And when the sinful fire he sought.his tobacco-tox, and finding a con-) A ecuaisuccess for Horses, cither internally ae with ¢! 
without ’em well geoaghy and if they could|ed all so frankly; now go and look at your A... oy —_ is hot, uae eerwn a— one - . og ong and - prey app gemma ‘Ah. 
make bread, and do up fine muslins, and weave | books.’ no ou far from me; readily 0} taining t e u ene t he expected, = a colic it is considered, by those who have had 
and spin, it was enough. But now-a-days a| I was very happy all last evening, and some- My God, forsake me not ! he chewed it most vig N, and effectually, | to'say all who have used Ye. “Seed the hllowing oe ‘On 
young woman isn’t considered eddicated unless | how a great weight seemed to have been lifted Forsake me not, my God ! exclaiming, as he did so, ‘ No strength to the} Brrier, Brown Co., Onto, Dec. 9th, 188, captall 
she can chatter French, and Latin, and under- | from my spirits. When I went to say ‘good Uphold me in my going ; pea ae ‘no owe to the a> wed be | pientlemen This is to certify that 1 have vem the the an’ 
stand a dozen ologies, They’ll make awful | night’ to mamma, and she drew me to her and That evermore I may recollecting the transaction of the day, and the | dentin Lorectetek?. Ui qiere tate enee pti we 
ex mire wives, you may depend on’t.’ i ‘ good night, my dear child,’ in such a Please thee in all well-doing, 2 pat ace irs pie at ae = = | ban ve re pesaos We ae used. I give for Se half ofa h 
turned and looked at grandma, as she sat | tender tone, I knew what she was thinking of. And that thy will, O Lord — Mag: sh : xen /Gt° | twenty-five cent bottle, put it into a pint bottle of wam to hea: 
pau “ eo ~~ ~ rte with oe ape Fk hs sd! May awe be forgot , chaw!’ Rather a severe punishment, that. warn aera it. 1 have always cured the Aw 
wrinkled face, and the grey, grey hair parte t had grown so dark by this time that In all my works and ways— —— Yours truly, JOBN PORTER, 
away from her forehead. could not well see to read any further in My God, forsake me not! A YOUNG SPORTSMAN. ee ae iy can 
*Genien, was you ever young? [ said, as | Lucia’s Journal, so I closed it here and went ¥ : Baty Larpnneetn posses 00.5 2. Pie rmit 
’ } z - Forsake me not, my God! A barefooted youngster was fishing on the| Gentlemen:—I feel ita duty that I owe to the pe 
much to myself as to her. down stairs.— Home Magazine. I Id be th Ye . bank of a in N York h | to inform them of a successful experiment that I witho: 
She took off her glasses and wiped them.— | wou e thine forever ; ank of a pond, out in New York, when @ | jade with your Pain Killer, by applying it ina way for 
‘Ab, yes, my dear child, it pads 5 aA a Confirm me mightily monster pickerel grabbed the hook so suddenly | which I had never heard it recommended. I had a ed. 
Pe f Cag pte Sanachetian ‘eet | In every right endeavor. as to jerk the little fellow into the water. He | valuable horse that was violently attacked with colie 
fall af ile a = pe dye dn 1. He Id VARIETY. And when my hour is come, was rescued with some difficulty by an older +? cay t had ever heerd wf, tat zl to no purpre tee Te j 
women of seusiy me “jest tottering oe aera Cleansed from all stain and spot companies, Oe Soh in the mean tine, levidg | him up to die, ‘and io fact he was so far gone, thts took t 
’ "| HOW POTATOE STARCH IS MADE. Of sin, receive my soul ; cleared himself from the hook, and darted | j*¥ 8nd could not raise up his head, or bold it vp whe : 
ds th .? y ; d 4 ’ lifted. A though! I 
ee ectine oa a PL ee H. F. French writes to the New England My God, forsake me not! away. As the little fellow’s head came above | dese of Pain Kuler. “Teal trex or Ovo ean mee | 
ever be an o} woman, wrinkled and grey, as Farmer, after having visited a Jarge starch fac- Cras the water, he saw at once the neneryareant of| pete nes ret te ty se, wecon hls Sean Mochs 
she was, with all that | loved best in the grave, | tory, and gives the following plain statement THE “SNOW STORM” affairs, and gasped out, his eyes almost starting | jn another haif hour was perfectly restored and patin | gone « 
end only, as I've read somewhere, * dt | of how starch is, and may be, made froin pota- cnsitatskdthiditeheainddiehian tn _ his nan with oon. Vga “ an-| the harness. Respectfully yours. 8. JACKMAN, Abyss 
“ > As ouching in- | other grasshopper, and I'll get him next time.” | w, h i 
& ie beara nat or ~~ into my |The potatoes are first put into a long box cident which calls to mind an occurrence that . — eves ne for Colic, ay me 2 corm seclnases soe Coeenne him. 
Headacther ena kissed hen, resolving that {| into which water is constantly pouring and are et Deere: ae SRE INEN Ap: enOy 8 CURIOUS FACT Prthe horse has ate epee g i cle an 
4 } . : ’ der: . iu we 
: ‘ —_ young reader: | Weh bo shall b 
Would never feel impatient or irritated at her — wep about oy — a fingers, At the Masonic Festival in Medina (Ohio,)| A man measures more within twenty and | as to have joree with “colle; to teat One eee = od These 
odd notions’ again. jand are thus washed. Then they go into! 4. June 24th, there was a banquet in the | thirty minutes after rising in the morning, than | Re¥e! knew it to fail. One, two, and sometimes thre 
pi another place where there is a huge grater, like ‘ 9 ung e y - g ’ doses may be required—but not often more than one t long t 
July 16.—I don't feel bi a |» cidinekas anieae: eal ater by a cood deal,| evening. Among those present was Ossian E. | at any other period of the day, the muscles be- | cure. 
fi al aoe h rg} atiful o it jo a4 po hee oy al — hh a Thig| Dodge, who was called on to sing. The song | ing then relaxed. An army officer states that| Sold by ali dealers in medicine severa 
+ aoe - = ul one. —_ ing om | al ie carried f vst ees five steamers. upsn| he selected was the ‘Snow Storm,’ written by |he has seen men who were rejected the pre- | ———————_—— and { 
—— wi - ae the oes purple rye tee A cataiasa Galea ‘kaa tien anh ao Seba Smith. Mr. Dodge, before singing the | vious day, walk into the orderly room of his SUNDAY SCHOOL BOOKS, over 
r ie apple trees fed wat e Lar phy every | i aietiiiieantaiiindniiteenn’ aden eee h the | 8°92 narrated the incident to which it related. | regiment, hot and steaming from their beds, PUBLISHED BY J. E. TILTON & CO., — 
my oetoen — reasted bird mee cosieeate. aaliiinedike -aitiion = penn arts| 12 the year 1821, Mrs. Blake, with her husband | near the barracks, get measured, and passed as Tek Wises: oman. teaasions trip t 
rw rh ie noth a f oe le gracefu “dl nen elena dee pcg lip wage a and child, were crossing the Green Mountains | being of the proper height. He explains the! \orneRs or THE BIBLE. B ye ‘ ‘ try. 
dri rs fre -«* hen, <r ’ hille the one ir of potatoes of any value, for what is left is| @U"!Mg @ snow-storm, and lost their way.— | cause of. this, by stating that the system is| ° with an introduction by Rev. A-L. Stone. Penis ‘a 
by ing from the river, and the hills are cover- | th wai hav y d isthought here to be| “hen discovered by some persons in search of |more relaxed at that time.—United Service| “Beautifully written and calculated to, excite a ain 
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